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The names of the Players. 


Deſtinie, A ſage Parſon, 
Deſire, The Vice. 

Tone Tyler, A labouring Man. 
Strife, Tom Tylers Wife. 
Sturdie, A Goſſip. 

Typple, An Ale-wite. 

Tom Tayler, An Artificer. 
Patience, A ſage Parſon. 
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a 7250 Tom Tyler and his Wife. — Y 
As JT THE PROLOGUE. 
Y dutie firſt in humble wiſe fulfill'd, 
L I humbly come, as humbly as I am will'd, 
of To repreſent, and eke to make report, 
That after me you ſhall hear merrie ſport. 
To make you joy and laugh at merrie toyes, 
I mean a play ſet out by — boyes. 
Whereto we crave your ſilence and good will, 
To take it well: although he wanted skill 
That made the ſame ſo perfectly to write, 
As his good will would further and it might. 
The effect whereof it boots not to recite, 
For preſently yee ſhall have it in ſight. 
Nor in my head ſuch cunning doth conſiſt, 
They ſhall themſelves declare it as they liſt. 
But my good will I promiſed them to do, 
Which was to come before to pray of you, 
To make them room, and ſilence as you may, 


Which being done, they ſhall come in to play. 


Here entreth in Deſtinie and Deſire. 
Raeoepzeſent the part that men repozt, 
> = Co be a plague to men in many a ſo2t. 
Dieſtinie. 4 am. which as pour Pꝛoberbs go, 
An wedding oz hanging am taken foz a fo, 
OW Where as indeed the truth is nothing ſo, 
Be it well oz ill as all things hap in fine, 
The pꝛalſe oꝛ diſpzaiſe ought not to be mine. 
| Deſire. I am glad I met you, 
, Deſtinie. Whither jet you ? 
Deſire. I jet I tell pou true, to ſeek and ſee pou, 
To tell pou ſuch newes, as J cannot chuſe, 
Deſtinie. I pꝛap you what is that? 


2 Deſire. Sirra know you not Tom Tyler pour man ? 
| Deſtinie. Ves Parry, what than? 2 
: Delire. e made ſute to me, his friend foz to be, | 


To get him a wife, to lead a good life. 


And ſo I conſented, and was well contented, 
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To help him to woo, with all J could do. 
And.marrted he is- 
Deſtinie, . But what fo2 all this - 
Deſire. Marry that ſhall you know, his wife is a ſh2ow, 
Aud A hear tell, che doth not aſe him well. 
TWhe:eſo:e he ſpeaks ſhame of thee and my name- 
Deſtinie. If you ſo framed, to habe pour name blamed, 
Oz your deeds be noughtte, what am I tault ie⸗ 
A know no cauſe why; 
Deſire. No moze do 1. 
I did my good will, and though he ſped (ll, 
Y carenot a Flie. 
Deſtinie. Let them two trie. 
They match as they can, the wife and good man, 
In wealth oz in wo, as matters do go. 
And let us not mind. their lot to unbind, 
But rather fo2get them, 
Delire. Parry ſs let them. 
Fo2 as foz my part, though it long to my Art 
Mens hearts to inflame, their fancie to frame 
When they have obtained, A am not conffrained 
To do any mo92e. | 
Deſtinie. Content thee therefoze, 
And let thy heart ref, fo? ſo it is bett. 
And let us away, as faſt as we may» 
Fo: fear ho come to you, : : 
Deſire. Marry have with you. Here they both go in. 


ar Tom Tyler commeth in ſinging. 
The Proverb. reporteth, no man can deny, 
That wedding and hanging is deſtiny. 
A Song. 1 Ama pooz Tyler in imple arap, 
And get a pooꝛ living, but eight pence a day, 
y Wife as I get it, doth ſpend it away; 
And J cannot help tt, ſhe ſaith ; wot ye why, 
Foz wedding and hanging is defliny. 
I thought when J wed her, ſhe had been a ſheep, 
At booꝛd to be friendlp, to fiep when I fle&p. 
She loves ſo unkindlp, he makes me to weep; But 


— 
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But J dare ſay nothing god wot, wot pe why - 
Foz wedding an) hanging is deſtinp. 
Belldes this unk indneſſe whereof my grief grows, 
I think few Tylers are matcht with ſuch ſhzows ; 
Beloze the leaves bzawling, ſhe falls to deal blows 
Which early and late doth cauſe me cry, 
That wedding and hanging is deffiny. 
1 The moꝛe that I.-pleaſe her, the wozſe ſhe doth like me, 
The moze I fozbear her, the moꝛe ſhe doth irike me, 
Che mo2e that I get her the moze ſhe doth glike me; 
Wo worth this ill Fo2tune that maketh me crie 
That wedding and hanging is deffinie. 
If A had been hanged when 3 had been married, 
Pp tozments had ended, though J had milcarried; 
If A had been warned, then wonld J have tarried ; 
But now all to lately I feel and crie, 
That wedding and hanging is deftinie. 

The fong ended, Tom Tyler ſpeaketh 
T.Tiler.Pou ſee with what faſhion ) plead my paſsjons ; 
By marrying of Strife, which J choſe to my wie, 

To leade ſuch a life, with ſozrow and grief, 
As I fell you true, is to bad iq a Jew. 
She hath ſuch skill, to do wit ſhe will, 
To goſſipand to ſwill, when I fare but ill. 
I muſt wo2k ſoze, J muſt get ſome moze, 
I maſt till ſend it, and ſhe will &ill ſpend it, 
I p2ay God amend it, but ſhe doth not intend it. 
What Could I ſay, but high me away, 
And do mp woꝛk duly, where ich am pald truly # 
Foz if my wife come, up goeth mp bomme, 
And ſhe ſhould come hither, and we met together, 
I know we ſhall fight, and eke ſcratch and bite, 
I therefoze will no hie me, and to my wo2k plie me, 
As faſt as I can. 
Here Tom Tyler goeth in, and his wife cometh out. 
Strife. Alaſſe ſtlly man; | 
CU hat a busband have J, as light as a flic ? 
Jleap and J 9kip, J carry the whip, - 
nd. - 
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And J bear the bell; If he pleaſe me not well, 
I will take him by the pole, by cocks p2ecious ſoul 
will make him to foil, when J laugh and ſmile ; 
I will fare of the bet, J will ſit and take ref, 
And make him to find all things to my mind. 
And yet ſharp as the wind, J will uſe him unkind, 
And fain my ſelf ck; there is no ſuch trick, 
To dolt with a Daw, and keep him in awe. 
I will teach him to know the way to Dunmoe. 
At bozd and at bed, J will crack the knaves head, 
If he look but aw, oz caſt a theeps exe: 
So ſhall I be ſare, to keep him in ure, 
To ſerve like a knave, and live like a llave. 
And in the mean ſeaſon, J will have my own reaſon; 
And no man to controle me, to pil oz to pole me, 
Which J love of life. | 
Sturdie. God ſpeed goſſip Strife. Sturdie entreth. 
Strife. Well met Goodwife Sturdie, both watcom and 
And ever I thank ye. wozthie 
Sturdie. I p2ay pou go pꝛank ye, 
Pe are dew old huddle. 
Strife. The Pigs ig the puddle, 
But now welcome indeed, and ye be ag2eed, 
Let us have ſome chat. 
Sturdie. Marry why nat⸗ 
Fo2 J am come hither, to goſſip together, 
Foz I dꝛank not to day. 
Strife. Do J hear ſay. 
But ] tell you true, I thought not of pou, 
Pet the ale-wife of the Swan, is filling the Tan, 
Ca ith ſpice that is fine, and part ſhall be thine, 
Ik that thou wilt tarrie. 
Sturdie. Why, yes by Saint arp; 


Eliſe were J a fool. Here entreth I ip le, witha 
Tip. Parrie here is good rule. por in her hand, and a picce 
A ſight of good gueſſe. of Bacon. 


Scrife. Never a one leſſe, now Tipple is come. 


Tipple. And here is good bum, J dare boldly lap. 
Sturdie. 
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Sturdie. Why had not I ſome of this fother day - 


Tipple. Make much al it now, and glad that ye may. 
Come, where ſhall we ſit ? and here is a bit 
Ot a Gammon of Bacon. 
Strife. Well ſaid by Laron. 
Sit down even here, and fall fo it there: 
I would it were better fo2 pe; 
As long lives a merry heart as a ſozrie. 
Tipple. Where is Tom Tiler now, where is he - 
Strife. What careſt thou where a dolt ſhould be. 
And where is pour good man? 
Tipple. Fozſooth nonght at home, he is abꝛod foz pence. 
Sturdie, Mell, J had need to go hence, 
L eaff my good man do miſſe me. 
Strife. J would teach him John come kiſſe me, 
Af the dolt were mine, 
Sturdie. Alas are you ſo fing ! 
Would God in all your chere, TomTiler ſaw you here; 
Strife. Mhat᷑ and ifhe did e 
Tipple. Marrie God fozbid,the houſe would be too hot, 
Strife. Mow by this pewter pot, 
And by this dzink J will dzink now, TY 
God knows what I think now. ; 
Sturdie. What think you Goſſip Strife? 
Strife. J had rather then my life, 
y husband would come hither, 
That we might busk together, 
Se ſhould ſee how J could tame him. 
Tipple. Alas, and could pe blame him, 
If that he were diſplealed⸗ 
Strife. Me (hall be ſoon appeaſed, 
If either he gaſpeth oꝛ glometh. Tom Tiley 
Sturdie. By gods blew hood he cometh, comth in. 
Away, by the Haſſe away, he will us all elſe feay. 
Tom. Theſe ſummer pales be ver is dꝛie. 
Strife. Yea, that is a devil a lie. 
A knave, what doſt thou here ⸗ | 
Tom. Ich ſhonld have a pot of beer,+ go to wozk again. 


Strite. 
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Strife. Pea knave, ſhall honeff men 
Go hire thee by the day, and thou ſhalt go away, 
To loyter to and fro? IJ will teach thee foz to know 
Pow faſt the houres go Dae, two, and thee. 
T.Tiler.5 p2ay thee let be, be beateth him, 
Strife. Four, five and fix; L02d, that J had ſome ſficks, 
JI would clapper claw thy bones, 
To make you tell your ones, 
The wo:ſer while J know you; 
T. Tiler. Good wife J beſhzew pon; 
I p2ap you leave tnmbling. 
Strife. Veaknave are you mumbling # 
ente pe knave hence, b2zing me home pence, 
Atoze ye go to bed, oꝛ I will bzeak your kuaves head, 
Till the blood go about. 
T. Tiler. Now our Lo2d keep iue out, Tom Ti/er goeth out. 
From this wicked wile. 
Sturdie. Why, how now Strife? here is prettie rule; 
Strife. Mold your peace fool, it is no newgÞ3 me; 
Wet this talk be, and fall to your chere. 
Tipple. Here ts good beer, quatt and be merrie. 
Strife. J am half wearie with chiding alreadie. 
Set die. Keep you? bꝛains fteddle, a 
And fall to pour dzinking. 
Tipple. Nap fall to ſinging,and let us go dance. 
Strife. By mp troth chance, and let ns begin, 
R iſe up goſſips, and J will bzing you in, 


© Here they ſing. 


Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler, | 
More morter for Tom Tiler. 4 a 
& many as watch themſelves with ſhzowes, % 
Map hap to carrie away the blowes, #-gt £55 fa ſs 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler. 
As many a Zyreboth cbs and flowes, 
Do many a misfo2tune comes and goes, 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler. 
Though 
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Tipple ingeth Though Lilersclime the houſe to tile, 
this flaffe They mut come down another while, 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler. 
Though many a one do ſeem to ſmile, 
TWhen Seele do wink, they mean ſome gile, 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler. | 
Srurdie ſinget h Though Tom be tout, and Tom be fkrong, 
this ſtaffe. Though Tom bs large, and Tom be long, 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler. 
Tom hath a wife will take no wong. 


But teach her Tom another ſong. , Here they end ſinging, 
Tom Tiler, Tiler. and Tipple ſpeaketh. 


Tipple. Alas poo? Tom. bis Cake is dow. 
Gturdie, We may l& what it is to miet with a <z0w. 
And now we have ſong this merry fit, 
Let us now leave goſſiping pet. 
Strife. Hold your peace foles, pe have no wit 
Fill in and ſpars not, \will in, J care not. 
This dzink ig ipſe, to make us all tipſe. 
And now Sturdie, if I map be ſo wozthie» 


Half this J to you. 
Sturdie. 2 will ſting you, A fear me anon, 


Tberetoze let Js be gone, AI heartily pzay vou. 
Strife. Tipple, What 2 you, will vou dzink no moze? 
Tipple. I have tippled ſoze I pꝛomiſe yon plain, 
Pet once and no moze, have at you again. 
— Yo, pzay God, ho. 
turdie. Do, 0, 0, $0. 


Here they ſing again. 


Another Sdng. 


The MM a, the Miu a,. . 
So merily goes the mery we 4. 


| ag ns tp, and let it il 
And go which way it 1 3 ä 


Let . 
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Ret us trip, and let ns skip, 
And let us dzink our fill a, 1 
Take the cup, and dzink all ups, 
Give mo the can to M a: ft 
E very ſup, and every cup, 

Dold here, and my god will a; 
Gollip mine, and GoClp thine, 
Now let us GolCip Kill a: 

Pere is god wine, this Ale is fine, 
Now dzink of which pon will u. Sexes 
Round about, till all be out, | 
I p2ap you let ns ſwill a: 
This jelly grout, fs jellp and out; 
I y2ay you out it gill a. Ut 
Let us langh, and let us guat, 
God dzinkers think none {ll a : 
Bere is pour bag, here is your Halle, 
Be packing to the mill a. 
Here they end ſinging, and Tipplt [peaketh firſt, 


Tipple. So merily goes the merte mill a; 
Pold, here is my can, | 


Sturdie. Nap I beſh;ow my hart than, 42 


I muſt depart, therefoze ade wm. 
Strife. Then tarrie and take us all with pon, 


Come G come. Here they go all in, and 
Tom Tiler cometh ours + 


T.Tiler, I ama tiler as ponſe&, a imple man of "y P 


garee, 
Pet many have nerd of me, to k&p them clean and dzie ; 
And ſpecially in the Summer time 
To pin their tiles, and make their lime, 
And tile their houles to keep out rain, 
Being well rewarded foz 4, way 
And where J wozk be werk 93 dap, 
I truly earn it and they ue P3, 
I would deftre no better life ;' * © 


Except 
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9 
Except that God * 41 mp wiſe. 
It the were gone, and I were tres, 
— tri 2 lize 
Foz Atrave nes me line a Javel, 
And goeth from houſe to houſe, as dzunk as a monſe ; 
Giving and granting, checking and taunting, 
X2agging and van » flouting and flaunting. 
And when 1 come home, be makes me a meme: 
And cuts mp comb, like a hop on my them, 
With contrary biting tos dear of reciting, - ... 
But this is the end, if I could get a friend 
Some council to givs me, you would not believe me 
Pow glad 1 N bs. Enter Tem Tayler. 
T. Tailer. The wiſer man he. Tom. Tiler how now 2 
T.Tiler. Tom * — how dof thou e 
Tayler. After the old ſozt, in mirth and jolly ſpozt, 
CTapler - like I tell pon. 
T. Tyler, Ay firra I. [mell pou, 
Pou have your hearts eaſe, to do what you pleaſe, 
But I have heard tell; that you have the hell. 
Tayler. Parr ie that is well. Wat what \f I have # 
T. Jiler. a not I crave one friendly god turn, 
While the fire doth barn, to pat uy wife to ſuch ill fare? 
Tayler. In faith J do not care, ; 
Wut what maaneſt thou by this 7 
T. Tiler. Ts live in ſome blifſe, and be rid of mp wife. 
Tayler. Why are you at ſtrife, what is the cauſe / 
T. Tiler, When I come in her clawes, 
She guides me foz ever; but help me now oz never, 
As I told the befoze, ;- | 
Put her in hell, and I caxe foz no moze. - 
Tayler. Why folich knave, what hell Qould I habe: 
With a wild evil am A a Devil ? 
Thou art out of thy wit. 
T.Tiler. Ro bum ta not yet, though am vext __ 


Ot a liberal wife, that will 2 my lite. 
2 


Fo? 
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And thou be us devil, take it not evil ; 
Foz I heard tell, that thou haſt᷑ a hell. 
And I have a wife, ſodevilifh in frife, 
CGhich cannot do well, and therefoze mieter ko hell, 
Then here to remain. 
Tayler. If the matter be ſo plain; 
Then what wilt thou ſay, if J find the wap 
By woꝛds to intreat her, and after to beat her 
If ſhe will notbe ruled. 
T.Tiler. whe is to well ſtholed with to many {hzowes 
To receive any blowes, never — _ 
Tayler. If the be (ach a (<20w, [ TX thzow, 
Stand fo it folifh calf, I will be thy be 
What will ſhe fight e 
I. Tiler. Bea her fingers be very hebt | 
And that do I find, her checks be ſounkind, 
Alwayes aud ever, ſhe is pleaſed never, 
But fuming and freating, buffeting and beating; 
Ol this my ſillp coſtard. 
Tay ler. A hoozſon doſtard. And what doſt thou than ⸗ 
T. Tiler. Like a pooz man, 
Deſir ing her gently to let me live quietly. 
Tayler. ow ot mine honeſt ie J like ther the better. 
And wouldeft thou let her ⸗ 
T.Tiler. Bea, and ſo would you, 4 tell you true, 
If you were in mp cale. 
Tayler. Bay then by Gods grace, 
I will pꝛove by pour leave, it ſhe can me deceive 
By any ſuch ſozt, ye ſhall ſ@ a god fpozt. 
Put off thy coat 1 28 
And fo2 thy quarrel J will make ſp&@d, 
And put on thy werd, como on and unray ther. 
T.Tiler. And what now J pꝛay the. 
Tayler. Come give me the reſt. ' 
T. Tiler. I wenepou'do jeff. What mean you by this 
Tayler. No harm fir I wis. 
Now get mea cudgel, this is wondzous well, 
Now am J well armed it now A be harmed, I 
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I may chance to begulle her, fo2 beating Tom Titer; 
Now Thomas my friend, this is the end; 8 
Pou ſap your wife will fight, her fingers be ſo light; 
It the have ſuch delight, J wilt conjure the ſprite, 
If he come ner, while I tarrie here. = 
Therefo:e ſtand hy, and when thon heareft me crie; 
Come help me to cheer me. | 
T.Tiler. Nay A muſt not come nter the, Here Tom Tile 
Be certain of that - £o:thina while, 
Tayler. Well if you will not, make no moze debating. 
Strife. Pe Knave are ye pzating ? Enter Strife, 
When you ſhoulv bo at wozk, do you loiter and lurk ? N 
Take that foz pour labour. | 
Tayler. Nay faith by our favour J wfll'pay yon again. 
There is foz me to requite pour pain. k 
Strife. Bea Knave are pon ſtriking ⸗ 
Tayler. Pea whoze,are ye g2&king :- 
Strife, Jn faith ye Knave I will cool por. 
Tayler. In faith ye whoze I will rule pou. 
Strife. Pea Knabeare pe ſo freſh e 
Tayler, Pea whooze J will plague your flech. 
Strife. And A will diſpleaſe th& a little better; 
Tayler. And in faith I will not die thy debter. 
Yow now, how like pou your match! 
Strife. As A did ever, even like a Patch. 
Ah Knave. wilt thou frike thy wife ? 
Tayler. Pea marrie, I lobe this gear alife. 
Strife. Yold thy hand, and thou bo a man. 
Tayler. Antel down and ask me fo2givenefs then. 
Strife. Ah whoozſon Knave mp bones is ſoze. 
Tayler. Ah unbappie whoze ; do ſo then na moze. 
Strife. I pꝛap the be Fill, thou ſhalt have thy wilt, 
I will da ſo no moze, I am ſozris therefoze. 
I will never moze C2itke, no; pzoſer the like, 
Alas J am killed, 
Tayler. Nap thou ars Uwilled as thou haſt * A. 


But 
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But trouble me never, I adviſe the ma 
Foz I will bzain the then. F1 
Now pzaiſe-. at thy — | 
Strife, Wy worth ting that over J knew, 
I am beaten ſo blew, and my gall is all burt. | 
I thought at the firſt he had been a dolt, 
But I bzidled a Colt of a contrarte hare, 
Soure ſance is now my cheat. 
Therefoze I will away, foz I get nought by this play; ; 
And get me to bed, and dzefle up mp head. 
Iam ſo ſoze beaten with blowes, He fiteth in. 
Tayler. It is hard matching with eres. 
I ſ& well enough the Damſel was tough, 
And loth foz to bend. But JI think in the end 
I made her to bow. But where is Tom now ? 
That he may know how all matters do and. 
T. Tiler enters. T. Tiler. Bere fr at hand. How now 


(Tom Tayler? 

Tayler. Puch ado to quail her. 
But I beleve my girds do her grfeve, 
I dare be bold, ſhe lengs not to ſcold, 
Noz uſe her old ſpozt, in ſuch devililh ſozt ; 

T. Tilcr. I pꝛap th& why ſo⸗ 

Tayler. I have made her ſo wo, ſo black and ſo blew, 
I have changed her hew and made her to bend; 
That to her lives end (bu will never offend 
In wo2d noz in ded. Therefoze now take herd 
She frike the no mo2e. 

T, Tiler. Ich will froke the therefoze ; 

And Tom Gob a _— | 

Tayler. @beloked arffe verſte at her firſt coming in, 
And ſo did begin with ſowꝛing of wowes, 
And fell to fair blowes. 
But then J behive me, and che never ſyide me; 
What J was J am ſure. Thereſoꝛze get the to her; 
And get thie to bed, whatſoever is ſaid. 


And care not a raw, fo2 thou haſt her in awe. * 
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Sho is ſo well beaten, the dare not once theater, 
Noz give the any i wo2d at bed and at bo2d, 
But grunting and groning, thon ſhalt find her moning 
Ver ptteous cale with a ſaint Johns face, 
J warrant well painted, to; A Hroke till the fainted, 
And paid her fo; all ever, 
Till the ſaid ſhe would never be churlich again. 
T.Tiler. Let me alone with my damſel then; 
And if J be able, without any fable 
I will quit the. 
Tayler. —41 the crofſebite th&, 
cs fo2th evermo:e, befwinge her therefoze, 
d k&@p her up ſhozt, from all her old ſpozt. 
And the will not be ruled, let her be coled. 
T. Tiler. But J dare ſay, the will think of this day. 
All her life long. 
Tayler. &halt we have then a god ſong, 
Foz jop of thts gle betwirt her and the 
T.Tiler. By my t2oth if pou will, A Gall Culfil 
As much as J can. 
Tayler. Let us ſing than 
The tying of the Pare, that wentout of ſquare. 
T. Tiler, By my troth any pou dare, go to beg in. 
Here they ſing. 
Tie, tie, tie the mare, tie, 
Leſt ſhe ſtray from thee away; 
Tie the mare Tomboy, 


Tom Tiler fingeth. 


TY might be mert ie, and well might fare, 
Bat foz the haltering of his Pare, 
Which is ſo wicked to fling and flie, \ 


Go tie the mare Tomboy, tie the mare, tie. 
Tom Tailer ſingeth. 


Blame not Thomas it Tom be Mk. 
His mare doth pꝛaunce, his mare doth kick; 90 
be 
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She ſno2fs and holds her head ſo hie, 


Go tie the mare Tombgy, tie the mare, tie. 


Tom Tiler ſingeth. 


If Tom trie hayt, oz Tom crie hoe, FRY . 


Mis mare will ſtraight give Tom a blog, 
Where lhe doth bait, Tom fhatl abie. 
Go tie thy mare Tombey, tie the mare, tie. 
Tom Tayler ſingeth. 


Tom if thy mare do make ſuch ſpozt, 
Igive the councel to ke&p her ſkozt. 
If che be coltiſh, make her to crie. 

Go tie the mare Tomboy, tie the mare, tie. 


Here they end ſinging, and Tom Taler firſt ſpeaketh, 


Tayler. Well now fo pour charge, 
Let her run no moze at large. 
But now ſhe is ſs well framed, 
If ſhe do ul you muſt be blamed, | 
Therefo:e take hod hed. 22 7 
T. Tiler. Yes that J will indeed. 
And I thank you foz pour pain, 
As J am bound I tell you plain. | 
Tayler. Well Thomas fare you well, Tom Taylor go- 
Till pou come where I dodwell. eth in. 
T. Filer. Ah firra this is trim, that mp Wife is coold 
| ( by him, 
marvel how the tok the matter; | 
And how ſhe will lok when J come at her; 
And whether ſhe be well o2 ſick; 
Foꝛ mp part I doe not ſtick 
To do my dutie as — ought, _ 
et will Ine ver die foz t , 
1 me home. 7 houg N Tom Tyler goeth In. 


Here entererh Sturdie and Tipple. 


Sturdie. Farewell gad honeſk mome. Tipple 
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Tipple, Yow like# thou this match ? 


Wouldſt thou have thought the Patch, 
Would have beat his wife ſo black and blew {rom top to 


toe 
Being ſuch a ſimple fool > | 
Tipple. Beltke be hath learned in a new ſchol 
Whereat J cannot chaſe but laffe, 
The til Sow eateth ap all the d2affe. 
Be ware of ſuch wily Pies. 
Sturdie. But the, an the be wiſe, 
D til ſeek ſome wap to rok him. 
Tipple. It is te late to bzeak him, it now he get the 
\ (better. 
Sturdie. If ſhe can do ſo, let her; 
I dare be bold to ſay. ſhe will zo what ſhe may. 
Lo here ſhe cometh cræping, 
Alas foz wo and weeping, Enter Strife fair and 
The tratb "tl now appear. ſoftly, wailing and 


Wee ping. 


Strife. Alas and well away. 
Strife. Pow ill have J b&n uſed, my bones be all to 
(bꝛuſed. 
My fleſh is plagued vily, and my head is weundey hilp, 
Mo arms be back and blew, and all my ſides he new. 
Stur die. Thougb all this be with you Goſſip, diſcom- 
(fozt never. 
Tipple. He watched ys once fo; ever. 
But tru? big hands no moge. 
Strife. Alas J am ſo ſoze, 
I can neither ſtand noꝛ ſit. but am beſide mp wit; 
And never well apatd, till that J may be laid 
To eaſe me onmp bed. 
Sturdie. Bind t bis about your bead. _ 
And hardly lay you down, we muft into the town; 
And after that, ſurelp then we will come to pou again; 
And J 2 you be of god che&r. 
Tipple. Jam ſozrie to ſ& pou here 
An ſuch unhappte caſe, bat take * heart of unte, . 
| | d 
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God Gollip A pꝛap you, | 
Strife. Alas neighbours, A ſtay p ou 
From your bultnefe perhaps, but J will fake a nap, 
If I can where 4 lie. 
Sturdie. Then we will ſ& pon again by and by. 


Siurdie and Tipple gocth out, and Tom heed cometh in, 


T. Tiler. J heard ſay my wite is abomtnable lick, 
Indeed ſhe was beat with an unhappie tick; 
Gods, look where ſhe lies, cloſe with her eyes 
Chat is well ſaid I will get me to bed, 
And lay me hard by her, and yet not too nie her, 
For feare J awake her, a good * take 
For uſing me ſo, 

Strife. Out alas, O, O, | 
My bones, my bones, fall in peeces at ones, 64 
Alas, alas, J die, O husband, husband why, 
Why have you done ſo ? J was never your fos, 
So much as you make we, and ſo'yvu may take me, 
If I have pou offended, it ſhall be amended. '' 
Alas wherefore ſhould ye beate me a ſo ſoare ? 

T., Tyler. Vou would be fill never, but buffet me, 


(ever, 
And Goſſip. at will, when J muff work fill. - 
And take ill pour pleaſure, and braul without meaſare 
And now you may ſee, as the old ſayings bee; 
God ſendetb now, Woꝛt hoznes-toa curl Cow. 
I come home merrily, when pou ſit verelp - 
A ow2ing and pouting, knawing and lowt ing. 
And J was pour noddy, as mnth as no body. wy 
Strife. Alas what than, you being a man, 
Should beare with my folly, and you being dolly. 
Sight councel me, tho not beating me ſo. 
I thought J chould find, you loving and _ *: 
And not of this minde. 
For ns to war foes, for fuch crewel blowes,: 
I tell you plaine, J married my bane,” * ; --- 


When 
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When J marrted thee, as far as I ſee, .- - ” 
T. Tiler, Wife J am ſohrie, this fl is befaine re.” 

But I tell you true, the tanlt was in-you- 

For till this day, J dare boldlie ſay, 

I never did yroffer you ſuch an offer; e 

It was your olwne ſeeking. TY 
Strife. I beſb2ew ſuch fr iking. 

So cloſe by the ribs, you may ſtrike your tibs 

Do, well ensugh. 

T. Tiler. his rage and this rutte 

Need not to bs, wife if pe love me, 

Let us agree, in lobe and amit ie, 

And do ſo no.moze, Jam ſozy therefoze.,. . 

I take God te oy Jn e, that ever this grudge, 
Should ba pens tween pou and me. 

Strife. Her mone I might have been woone 
UW ith halt AE frokes, but curſtne ſſe P20vokes :: 
Lind hearts to diſſever, and hatred.foz ver 
Poſt commonly growss, by dealing ol blowes: 
Zherefoze blame not me, if I cannot love pe; 
While.we two have life. : -— Tas 

IT. Tiler. By mp halydome Wife ; | 
Becaule. e ſay ſo, now ſhall ye know | 
If you will content yon; that J do lament you. 

Foꝛ I will tell you true, When. Iſaw you 

Ever bzawling and fighting, and ever croſſebiting, 
Which made me fill, wo, that you ſhould thus do; 
At laſt hereatter, A complaind the matter a 
To Tom Tayler my Paſter, who taking a waſter 
Did put on my coat, ſince ye will nds know it; 
And ſo being diſguiſed, he interpꝛiſled | 
To come in my ſteed and having my wied 
Pon pleading your paſſſon after the old faſhion ; - 
Thinking it was J, ſtroke him by and by, 

Then firaight did he in t&@d of me, 

Currie pour bones, as he ſaid foz the nores, 

To make you obey. 


C 2 | Strife, 
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Strife. Js it oven ſo as pou ſay : 
Gods fi you Knave, did you ſend ſuch a ſlave 
Co revenge your quarrel in your apparel ? 
Thou ſh alt abide as dearlie as J. 
I thought by this place, thou had not the face 22 
To beat me ſo ſ02e. Have at the once moze. 
I now war freſh co plague a Unaves fleſh 
That hath ſo plagued me, foz everie blow that. 
Be ſure I will yay you, till you do as A would have you- 
Ah whoꝛeſon Dolt. thou whozſon ſubtle Colt; 
Son of an Ore, how like ron pour bnocks ? 
The pils and the por, and the poiſon in box 
Conſume ſuch a Knave, and bring him to grave. 
The Crowes and the Pies, and the verie fleſh flies 
Deſtre to plague thee. In faith I will plague the. 
T. Tiler. O wife, wife, I p:ap the ſave mp lite. 
Pon hurt me ever, J hurted you never, 
Foz Gods ſaks content thee. 
Strife. May thou ſhalt repent the. | 
That ever Tom Tayler, that Rufftan and railer 
Was ſet to beat me, he had better he had eat me; 
I hope foz to find ſome toſſer ſo kind 
To currie that Knave, foz the old grudge I have, 
As now J do th: there is one moze fo2 me. 
Antel down on pour kn, yon hoddie dodde ; 
AI will make yon to twp though pou fet cock on hop 
Foꝛ joy of Tom Tayler, that he could begnile het. 
Wake that fo2 her ſake, fome mirth foz to make, 
Like an alle as you be. 
T. Tiler. Why ſhould pou frike me 


Foz another mans fault ; 
Strife, Becauſe thou art naught, Enter Sturdie 
And he a vile Knave. and Tipple. 


Sturdie. What more can ye habe: 

Enongh is enough, as god as a feat. 
Stri e. Ye hall bear me one cuff yet moze like a beaſt. 
Tipple. Golfip content th&, and frike him EIA 
Luer. 
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iler. All the wozld wonders upon her therefoze, 
Tue Awap neighbour Thomas ear out of her ſight. 
T. Tiler. Alas be hath almoft kild me out right. 
I will rather die then ſee her again. Goin T, Tiley, 
Strife. IJ pzomiſe you. I have a great lofſe then, 
Vom like ye now this lab overthwarting # 
* is an old ſaying, valle ut the parting. 
A think I have made the Cullion to ming. 
I was not beaten ſo black and blew, 
But I am ſure he has as many new. 
Py heart is well eaſed, and I have my with, 
T bis chafing hath made me as whole as a fich. 
And now A dars boldly be merrie again. 
Sturdie. By ſaint Mary you are the happier then. 
Py neighbour and J, might hap to abie, 
If we ſhouly ſo do, as ho ſuffereth you ; 
But ne commend you. 
Strife. I can now intend you, 
Tolangh and to quatt, and lay down my fatf, 
To dance oz to ſing. 
Tipple. There were noſuch thing, after this madneſs. 
Sturdie. And pe ſay it in ſadneſs, 
Let us ſet in, on a merrie pin. 
Che ſtoz ie of the rife, between Tom and his wife, 
As well as ive can. 
Strife. Shall J begin then to ſet you both in? 
Foz I can beft do it, 
Sturdie. Naw J p2ay thee go to it. 


Here they ſing. 


Hey derie, hoe derie, hey derie dan, 
The Her wife of our Town, 
Hath heaten her good man. 


A Song. 
Om Tiler was a trifeler, 
And fain would have the okilt 
0 


Tom Tyler and his Wife. 


Trg. 4.14 1 
e (EPL | . 1 1 
Tom 7 got victo2ie, | "= 
fill 19 72 Wife did knoty,.. N * . 
It was a poly oint of ſubtiltt - un 1 
; EY I nl De oy 1 
Om 15 ilerf age erte : f 
I will full 17 * ien 
And never truſt ane re 
Foꝛ Thomas Taylers ſake | 4 WE > 2. 
But if Tom Tz/er givea Croke, 
Perhaps tt bebe out, . 
Pe wall then have 1—0 r ..--c 
e E WR 
hough ſome vet ſome be ſ<20wes, .. 
Let them be fools that ET : > 
Tom Tilers wife will take no blows, 
No mo2e then needs ſhe mur. 
If Tom be wiſe, he will beware, 
Befoze he make his match, 
To do no further then he dare, Here they end 
Foz fear he pꝛobe a Patch. bogig. 


Strife. Geſtips, godlige foz this mrerie ſong z; 
P2ay God we map long keep ſutb merrte ges. 
Sturdie. Be marrie ſay we, -£ 


God grant all wives, to lead the like lives 
That you do now. 
Tipple. JI know not how that may come to paſſe, ' 
But by the ꝙaſſe. god handling doth much. 
Strife. Foz a fair touch my will ſhall not want. 
Sturdie.TUould God J could plant, 
My eye: lids in ſuch ſoꝛt, to make ſuch a ſpo2t, 
And live ſo at eaſe, to do what I pleaſe. 
Tipple. Alwaies the Seas 
Be not like mild, but wanton and wild 
Sometime moze higher, then need (all require ; 
So may the hap be with you and withme 


Strife. 


XUM 


XUM 


Tom Tyler and bis Wifſe. 21 


Strife. Let all this be, fo2 we ll #3222 * 
And let us away, foz I dare ay; - | 
Tom Tiler is gone to make his — | 
Alter theſe ffrokes, like a wiſe Coaks; © ' 
But all is one. 
Sturdie. Come let us de gone it is time to . 
Tipple. J think it be ſo; come on, have vou. 


Here they go in, and Tom Tayler, Tom Tier, and Def wie cher. 


T. Tiler. It Deſtinie dzive pooꝛ Tom f62 to übe. 
Foz ever in ſtrife with ſuch an fi wie; 

Then Tom map complain, no moze to remain” © KA eps 
Here on the earth, but rather wiſh death. * 
Fo? this is too bad. L 70 

Tayler. Why, how now my lad, what news wth thee 7 5 
I. Tiler. In faith as ye Tee, 1 
After the old kachton, 'pleaving on pal ion 
If Foztune will it, J mut fulfil it. uo 
It Deſtinie fay it, I cannot deny it. 
Deſtinie. Noz Y cannot Raye. 7a 97940075997 
Foz when thou waſt bozn, thy luck was fozloꝛn 
Therefo2e content thee, and never repent thee: 
T. Tayler. I cannot lament the. 
Fo? J am fur vou knew, IJ charmed your ſh2ow, | 
With ſuch cruel-blowes, by the faith that now goes. 
I thought ſhe would die a 
T. Tiſer. Zhon-happie were F. u 
Tayler. Anda god cauſe us. 
But you may now go foz bacon to Dunmo. 
T. Tiler. Pet fain would J know, ot Deſtinie oe; 
Now long and how my life hall tt pale 
Tayler. Why foliſh alte, that were but a ollie 
Foz he is to hollie to tell any ness 
Deſtinie. J do not uſe, to tell ze > irike, 
I ſadrenly gleek, oze men be aware. 
Tayler, Then J tan declare it I lok in thy band, 
How thy foztune will ſtand. Hold fo2th thy m 


ler. 
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T. Tiler. Here, do what pe liſt. 
Tayler. By my troth J wiſt it, and have not mi it. 
He ſtriketh him on the cheek. n 
By the ſign that here goes, yon are bo2n to take blowes, 
Tarrie. let me lok again. 
Tom Tyler. Nay beſbze w mp heart then. 
Tayler. Agke Deſtinie hereby, and J make a lie. 
Deſtinie. No, you do not indeed. 
T. Tyler. Ehen 3 will change my weed, 
And tyle it no more, it mp chance be ſo ſore, 
As you two doe make it. 
Deſtiny. We do not miftake it, 
C bereot᷑ be you bold, and th's hope pon may hold, 
If your fortune bee to hang on a tree, 
Five foot from the ground, ye ſhall never be drownd. 
So ik vou be bone. to hold with the horne, 
How ſoever your wife jet it, you cannot let it. 
And if you leade an ill life, by chance of your wife, 
Take this for verity, all is but your deſt iny. 
And thouch pour deedes pzove naught, 
Pet am I not in fault. 
IT. Tiler. Then let me be taught, how to eſchew, 
Such dangers as you, enforce to a man. 
Deſtiny. Pea, buf who can inffruc you thereon : 
Fo: all is no moze then I have ſaid belege. 
But howſoever it be, learn this of me, | 
If you take it not ili, but with a geo will, . ;-. 
It wall never grieve vou. 
Tayler. No faith, I believe you, 
That is even all. Me that loves thzall, 
It were pittie he Gould lack it. 
T. Tyler. Then I muft pack if 
Between the coat and the skin, 
As my fo: tune hath been ever vet in mp lie, 
Since J am married with Strite, 
Hap god hap, will, hap god, hap evil; 
Even hap as hap map. 


- 


Tayler. 
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Tayler. That is a wiſe wap. - 
Never let at thy heart, thy wives churli part, 
That ſyeſets at her heel, ſuch ſozrows to feel. 
It would grieve any Daint. | En: er Strife 
Strife. Take a penſil, and paint pour woꝛds in a table, 
That the foole map be able to know what to doe. 
Deſteny. Mere is one comes to woo, 
By the Paſſe A will not tary. Deſteny goct h in. 
Strife. I would it were mus kadine for pe, 
To ſtand prating withknaves, 
Tayler. Hark how ſhe raves, ſhe longues for a whip. 
Strife. Ye faith good man blabberlip. 
Von pricklonſe knave you, have you nothing to do 
At home with your ſhreds ? a pzayer ot wiſe heats 
I promiſe you you have. But you doltich knave, 
Come home, oz J will fetch von. 
Tayler. Now a halter tretch you. 
And them that ſent you. Inte: Pati ce. 
Pacience. Good friendes, J p2ay you content you. 
Whence cometh this strike, I p2ay thee good wite 2 
Be pat tent fo2 all. 
Strife. And ſhall the knave bꝛaul 
And make diſcoꝛd to be, betweene my husband and me. 
Pacience. Why ſo⸗ are pou he 
That etteth debate, and diſpoſed to pate ? 
J p2ay you be Mill. 
Tayler. Parry with a good will. 
As God hall ſave me, I did behave me 
As well as might bee, as theſe folkes dia ſecs. 
Illi this gigiſh dame, into this place came 
But ſhe is too too bad. 
Patience. And I count him mad. 1 
That fo2 any fit, will compare his wit, 
And with a fooliſh woman to wander, 
He is as wile as a Gander, 
ou are too much to blame, and you to fo2 ſhare, 
Leave pour old canker, and let _ (beet anker * 
Be 


* 
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Be al wapes fo hold, where I pactence am bold 
If things hap awer, to fall ont by and by, 
It doth not agree, fhough Defteny be 
Unfriendly to fome, as he hits all that come, 
In wealth and in wo, Jam fare pon knots, 
There ſhould be no rife, betweene man and Wife 
And thus m tale endes. J would have you all frtends 
And J would have Tom ta ter to be no rayler, 
Noz Tom tyler to chide, which J cannot abive. 
Noz his wife for to ſbew, any of a Grew. 
T. Tyler. Ich wonld god it were ſo, for J bid the Wo. 
Ich wich it foz my part, even with ail my heart. 
For hoivſoever it goes, J beare the blowes, 
TWhich I tell you I like net. 
Tayler. Though I chide, J ffrike not, 
Pour Yaſterſyip doth ſee. 
Strife. A beſhzew his knades heart, that la ffroke me. 
Patience. VWAell once againe let thts foolihneſs be. 
And as] told you, fo I pray yon hold yon, 
For J will not away, till I ſet ſuch a ſtay, 
To make pou gree friendly, that now chafe unkindiy. 
Come on Strife I finde, your churliſh kinde. 
Poa malt needes bridle, if it be poſſible, 
For els it were vaine, to take any paine. 
Take Tom by the fiſt, and let me fee him kiff, 
Strife. If Patience intreat me, 
I will though Tom beate me, 
T. Tyler. Qell wife, I thanke you. 
Patience. Nay Whither awap prank you ? 
Tom Tayler alfo, ſhall you kiſs ere you g, 
And lee yon be friends. 
Strife. J would he had kik both the endes. 
Tayler. Nay, there a hoate coalle 
Patience. Now ſee this wilde Fogle. 
Be quiet I pzay pou, for therefoze T lay vou. 
And Deſten to thee, thou muſt alſo agree, 
As well as the reit. Enter Deſtevy 
Deſteny 
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Deſtenie. J think it ſo beſt᷑. Now ſpeak altoge- 

Be you agreed all: ther, except Pati- 

All ſpeak. We are, and we ball. | 
Patience. Then take hands, and fake chance, 

And JI will lead the dane. 

Come ling atter me, and leak we agree. 


Here they ſing this Song. 
A Song. 


At iente entreateth good ſelld ies all,. 
Where Folly beateth to bzeak their bzawll, 
Where wills be wilfull, and Foꝛtune 4 | 
A patient party perſwaveth all, | 


Though Strife be furvy to move debate, 
As ſome unwoꝛthy have done of late. 

And he that wozſt map the candel carts, 
If Pattence pzay thee, do never varry. 


It froward Foztune hip ſo aw; ie, 
To make thee ma — 1 4 9 
It fits unkindiy do 
Take all things pat telitly, — Git and good. 


Patience perfozce if thou endure, 
It will be better thou — be luxe, 


In wealth oz wo, howſoeve 
Whereſoever po ga be 4 | Tale 
The end of this gong. 
Here they all go in, and one cometh our, and Jr gs this Song 


following all alone with inſtruments, and all the reſt withs 
in ſing between cvery ſtafte, the firſt two lines, 
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The concluding Song. | 


When ſorrowes be great, and hap awry, 
Let Reaſon intreat i hee patiently, 


A Song. 


18 pinching be a pzivie pain, 
To want deſtre that is but vain. 
Though ſome be curſt, and ſome be uind 


Subdue the wont with pationt eben " 


Who fits fo bie, who lite low Pe 
Abo feels tuch joy, that feels no wo? f 

When bale is bad, good boot is ny 
Take all adventures patiently. 


To marrie a ſbeep, to marrie a ſhzow, - - 
To meet with a friend to met with a foe, 
Theſe checks of chance can no man flie, 
But God himſelf that rules the Skie. - 


Which God pzeſerve our Noble Muren, n. 
From perilous chance that hath ben ſen, / 
And ſend her @ubjecs grace ſap 1. 
Mo forvs her Mighneſſe patiently. 


God ſave the Queen. 
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